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LETTING  GO 

What  long-held  knot  of  weather 
in  the  sap  has  left  our  maple 
losing  leaves  and  seeds  together 
God  knows.  But  through  dim  noon 
both  are  let  go  to  the  husking 
cold.  The  seed-twins  halve  and  ease 
down  their  sole,  cancelling  spins, 
and  on  the  walk  and  stoop, 
as  into  the  dieback  between, 
dry,  decidual  wings  are  strewn. 


Kent  R.  Dixon 
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The  Possible  Rose 

Love,  is  it  you  here  with  me  when  I'm  alone? 
Silent  father,  divided  twin,  are  you  helping  me 
come  to  a  knowledge  that  is  more  than  my  own? 

Through  the  forest,  through  the  quiet  you  keep, 
I  follow  as  you  walk  away, 
I  find  you  in  my  sleep. 

There  you  know  me,  my  darkness  and  my  light, 

a  patterned  bowl  holding  the  silence 

on  which  a  flower  floats  night  after  night. 

As  I  wake,  I  know  the  dream  I'm  holding. 
I  live  within  your  gaze; 
I  watch  the  slow  unfolding. 


Patricia  Black 
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Hamar  Cemetery 

I  am  stepping  on  the  heads  of  patriarchs. 

Weaving  my  way  through  a  rock  garden 

Carefully  arranged  on  a  flat  green  plane. 

This  is  the  point  where  all  lines  intersect. 

I  hear  the  wind  and  my  voice;  I  know 

The  dead  are  listening.  Around  us  the  prairie 

Stretches  out  like  a  tapestry  woven 

With  threads  of  wheat  in  yellow,  green  and  gold. 

The  earth  slowly  rolls  toward  the  edge  of  the  blue. 

And  it  is  the  legacy  of  this  acre's 

Inhabitants.  All  around,  the  land  reveals 

Their  fingerprints.  I  read  the  names  on  the  stones. 

But  the  remembrances  are  often  carved 

In  a  language  I  do  not  understand 

But  feel.  It  stirs  my  own  ancient  memories. 

Sterile  as  a  tombstone  I  float  above 

The  landscape  as  my  lover  offers  a  gift 

Of  freshly-drawn  water  to  his  family  ground. 

Blood  for  the  new  resurrected  body. 

These  ghosts  are  not  my  kinsmen  but  I  know 

The  touch  of  their  breath  on  my  cheek.  Curious, 

I  search  for  their  spirits,  not  in  the  faraway 

Sky,  but  in  the  soil  where  now  the  last  traces 

Of  moisture  are  slowly  disappearing. 


India  Christopher 
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"Harlequin"  Audrey  Sage  1989  Woodcut  9  l/-l"\n" 
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DOG  MOTHER 

dug  under  safe 

in  time 

and  they  came  with  warning  unstopping 

hungry 

I  sighed  to  stand 

Hcked  and  gnawed  them  clean 

from  me 

eight  from  eight  fathers 

I  fell  on  my  side 

for  them  tore 

and  tried  to  drink  the  life 

out 

I  danced  when  light  came 

but  the  one 

still 

the  others  resting  on  its  head  unknowing 

then  another  taken 

when  it  was  too  wet  to  smell  darkness 

but  I  did  my  part 

and  soon  grew 

tired  of  teeth  sharp 

needed  warmth  yet  ran  from  them 

dragging  under  me  hanging 

jaws  clamped 

me  weighted  many  ways 

found  satisfaction 

tossing  them  by  their  legs 

then  stepping  on  their  squeals 

but  it  did  not  stop  the  attacks 

blue  clouds  of  eyes  looking  nowhere 

but  to  me 
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Heft 

or  they 

I  can't  remember 

but  I  am 

in  these  woods  found 

hear  and  smell  only  food  and  light 

sometimes  dark 

wind  howls 

and  I  ask  would  the  wind  scream 

for  me 

and  I  answer  not 


Evan  D.  Smith 
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Brother 

for  Franklyn 

I  am  a  part  of  him, 

when  he  pulls  on  the  camouflage 

and  sinks  into  the  hilly  places 

behind  our  breaking  home 

He  is  brown  against  the  orange  west 

Somewhere  sitting  in  a  tree  stand, 

gun  on  shoulder, 

back  turned  on  the  place  where 

I  last  saw  him. 

At  twilight  he  is  out  there 

in  a  wilderness  not  so  wild 

as  the  one  he  left, 

hunter  and  hunted,  killer  and  killed. 

He  waits  alone,  staring  into  the 

sharp  eyes  of  the  valleys 

as  blurred  trees  sway  and 

taunt  him. 

And  he  is  a  part  of  all  that 

is  wild,  fierce,  powerful, 

afraid. 

Night  is  bending  over  the  hillside 
like  a  guardsman,  changing  the 
unfamiliar  to  a  cold  knowing; 
Boy,  come  home.  It's  dark. 
It's  late. 


Charlotte  Frye 
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Sacra 

I  wanted  to  be  touched  by  you, 

illuminated  by  you. 

You  tell  me  Guinevere  is  turning  to  gold 

alone  in  the  convent. 

You  make  the  years  of  my  life  shine 

like  the  edge  of  a  knife. 


Patricia  Black 
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Incantations  for  a  Fall  Night 

Whirl  through  wet  grass- 
Left  foot,  right  foot,  eye  in  place 
On  sickle  moon  by  paper  birch. 

Right  hand,  left  hand,  broken  thumb- 
Round  skin  and  nail  he  threads  the  loom. 

Left  foot,  right  foot,  eye  in  place 
On  sickle  moon  by  paper  birch; 
Wait  by  wormwood,  sage,  and  bitter  rue. 

No  foot,  no  hand,  no  eyes  to  move; 
Feel  the  latticed  silk  weave  spin 
Its  warp  and  woof  and  treadled  end. 

Smoke  cat; 

Touch  flame; 

Lick  ash; 

Burn. 


Yvonne  Elliott 
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Englyn  Penfyr 

A  lad's  a  locus,  hard-lined  like  a  dart, 

A  heart-pointed  comet  signed 

In  white  trails—red  antlers,  sweet  wine. 

A  lassie's  a  circle,  earth's  moving  core. 
Four  orbs  and  a  cup,  wide  firths 
To  the  sea— the  new  moon's  birth. 

A  bairn's  a  pointer,  the  cross  of  two  souls, 

A  troll  from  old  sheets— a  toss 

Of  the  bones  on  twigged  brown  moss. 


Yvonne  Elliott 
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"The  Lemon  Grove"    Bill  Pick  1989  Linocut  18"x24 
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belle  helene 

she  lingers  visibly 

pale  in  the  warm  night 

high  above  the  river 

at  the  center  of  the  bridge 

and  studies  the  water: 

with  a  twist  of  hips  and  shoulders 

she  is  over  the  rail 

falling  free  and  silently 


David  Andrew 
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To  Sleep 

She  enters  the  dark  kitchen 
lifts  his  cup  to  her  Hps 
and  drinks  the  tea 
his  mouth  has  touched 


Patricia  Black 
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Mourning 

I  am  not  chosen 
I  go  there  alone 

I  search  through  an  ahen  city 
and  at  last  I  find  him 

This  is  redemption 

In  the  morning 

my  bed  is  surrounded  by  shattered  glass 

For  days  I  am  able  to  believe 
he  can  be  found 


Patricia  Black 
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"Self-Portrait"  Todd  Drake  1989  Woodcut  9  l/4"xll  1/2" 
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ACHING  INTO  THE  FAST  END  OF  A  MILLENNIUM 

Vodka  kept  in  the  icebox 

runs  thick 

and  full 

rolling 

into  a  fat,  green  glass. 

Such  slow  moving  memories  I  had  for  us. 

We 

like  two  dark,  wet 

insects  in  a  metamorphosis 

blind  of  change. 

Straight  set  plans  plainly  outgrown. 

More  so  than  memories  and  thoughts  we  decide 

to  leave  hanging  somewhere 
in  the  back  of  cloakrooms. 
Too  many  times 
I  have  found  my  coat  short 
of  buttons. 


Selena  Lauterer 
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i  open  the  screen  door,  bulldozing  over 

the  chalky  soft  flakes, 
the  cold  bites  my  lungs- 
like  inhaling  tiny  shards  of  glass, 
i  filter  the  snowglare  through  my  fingers 
while  Mutt  weasels  out  the  door 
prancing 
uprooting  the  underlying  fluff, 
i  shiver  head  down,  vapor-curses  basting  my  neck, 
i  stagger 

high-stepped 

towards  the  mailbox  laden  with  a  loaf 
of  fresh  snow, 
jerking  the  handle  open 
fingers  burn 

the  snow  avalanches  onto  my  feet, 
aching  its  way  into  my  shoes. 

no  mail 
i  start  my  journey  back 

a  sigh  condenses  behind  me 

no  mail 


Eric  L.  Shepherd 
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at  parking-lot  engine-gatherings 
the  bearers  of  the  chained  wallet 
skillfully  dislodge  their  Red  Man  wads, 
curse, 
kick  ass. 

at  stoplights 

the  riders  of  the  big  tires 

look  down  on  you 

(don't  look  back  they'll  want  to  race  you) 

at  malls 

you  see  them  with  their  wimmen- 

peroxide  whispy  featherheads. 

jeans  constrain  saddlebags, 

creasing  with  each  staccato  spike-heel  step. 

at  3pm 

you're  stuck  behind  the  young'uns— 
middlefingered  backseat  schoolbus-riders 
etching  HM  TAH  in  dusty  windows 

in  k-mart 

snotnosed  toy-wanters  run  amuck  in  soiled  underoos. 
whapwhap  goes  mommas  hand 
across  Kool-Aid  faces- 
Victims  of  a  white  trash  automotive  upbringing. 


Eric  L.  Shepherd 
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Untitled  Charlie  Nestor  1990  Woodcut  9"xl0" 
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Clare  Falling  Down 

for  my  niece,  Clare,  16  months 

You  like  this  game  too  much.  Fall 
down.  We  all  fall 
down.  When  you  have  lost 
your  round  and  rosy  face,  when  you 
must  pull  yourself  from  morning  sleep 
needing  your  coffee,  you  won't  like 
this  falling  down—like  me  you'll  pray, 
mornings  and  evenings,  that  you  won't 
fall  down,  like  Keats  who  fell  when  all 
his  lungs  were  lost  at  twenty- 
four,  or  Shelley,  sinking 
in  a  storm  at  sea, 
or  Byron,  battle  hero,  felled 
by  fever.  No, 

like  me,  you'll  want  to  stand  up,  walk, 
stay  on  your  feet.  Don't  try  so  hard. 
Too  soon,  we  all 
fall  down. 


Mary  O'Donnell 
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hot  trains  shuffle 

spitting  up  gravel 

bums  pass  the  bottle 

flres  all  flicker 

(fear  the  train,  or  something) 

bums  light  butts 

look  for  newspaper 

(they  know  the  night  is  coming) 

Louie  says  he  's  going  to  Boise 

back  to  his  family... 

no  one  is  listening. 

Heard  it  before  on  October  evenings 

when  you  can  smell  winter  just  round  the  corner 

hot  trains  shuffle 

some  men  are  dreaming 

beside  the  tracks... 
greasy  heads  on  grubby  packs 
bleary  eyes  from  Hackensack 

beside  the  tracks 
stubs  of  wings  on  broken  backs 
fallen  angels  with  paper  sacks 

know  they  are  very  alone 
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hot  trains  shuffle 

while  bums  so  bold 

they  call  on  the  devil  when  the  dark  gets  cold 

knot  shoelaces  and  pray  for  gold 

(still  as  the  tracks  and  nearly  as  old) 

trains 
shuffle 


Kelly  Fairman 


Lush  (blades) 

May  wetwarm  (prickling  your  skin) 
Love  is  like  the  wild  green  grass 
Springing  fresh  from  (ancient)  earth 
Breathe  deep  (this  awakening) 


Kelly  Fairman 
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It    Wi  i  I    . 
"Look  At  Me"  Paul  Durham  1989  Woodcut  11  l/4"xl2" 


Mmh/» .  ^  jur.Ji' 


18.feb.l989 

some  find  themselves  drawn 

toward 

an  axis 

others  push  outward, 

seeking  the  perimeter. 

try  to  fix  your  gaze  upon 
a  distant  figure  (a  fixity) 
and  note  how  quickly  the 
scenery  changes 


Douglas  Hindman 
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voices  filter 

through  common  air. 

(an  air  is  playing 

impeccable  blues) 

to  walk  on  air 

is  to  choose 

to  be  light, 

disembodied, 

lighter  than  whispers, 

emulating  breaths. 

to  walk  without  choice, 
inseparable  from  chores, 
but  counting  on  air, 
figuring  it  will  hold 
the  greater  secrets  of  gravity. 

to  be  keen,  clear 
water,  preened 
and  fit  for  drinking. 

to  be  touched  and  told  stories 
inseparable  from  the  molecules 

veering,  shimmied, 

barely  breaking  air, 

I  am  set  into 

spiral 

amid  the  wails 

of  gangsters,  ghosts 

and  strangers. 

I  am  listening  to  the  voices 

as  I  fall 

whispering,  chanting,  heaving. 


Gary  McCracken 
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Elemental  Tendencies 

An  afternoon  thunderstorm 

— the  streetUghts  come  on  early 
People  without  umbrellas 

crowd  beneath  storefront  awnings 
shoulder  to  shoulder 
And  watch  the  world 
blur 

through  the  rain 
running 

off  the  canvas 

above  their  heads 

A  bus  passes 

sprays  pants  legs  and  nylons 
with  drops  already  smelling  of 
deli  scraps  and  exhaust  pipes 
Some  curse 

others  mumble 

while  a  boy  walks  by 
and  lifts 
his  face 

to  the  sky. 


Scott  Ragland 
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Exodus 

He  grew  for  the  child  from  a  token 
out  of  teakwood  levered  on  his  living  tusks. 
This  was  enough:  to  think  the  monumental  heart 
had  labored  to  bring  his  likeness  so  far. 

Now,  having  forgotten  him  in  moving, 

I  shop  his  kind  among  the  mall  exotica. 

An  oriental  clerk  offers  charging 

tuskers  incised  from  a  stump  of  tusk 

and  swears  his  ivory  ornamented  churches  once. 

But  hewn  from  that  grasping,  impossible  face, 

how  will  his  remembrances  be  borne? 

I  cannot  touch  the  things, 

while  he  bends  columnar  knees  to  hug 

the  ribs  of  his  dismantled  race, 

grey  sand  dancing  in  the  weathered  baffles 

of  his  trumpet  as  he  lips  the  bones 

and  blows  a  quaver  dwarfing  grief, 

heaves  up  and  walks  cathedral  on  the  barrens. 

And  when  he  leaves,  slowly  in  his  way, 
beyond  the  rutted  baobab,  beyond  attention 
to  the  rifles'  overtaking  reverberations, 
how  should  we  follow  and  aim  again 
to  catch  the  great  mild  eye  of  his  idea? 

Climbing  the  shoulder  of  the  morning  bus, 
how  then  to  wish  ourselves  his  cargo, 
how  then  to  bear  our  smallness? 


Kent  R.  Dixon 
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■■Confuse"  Audrey  Sage  1989  Woodcut  h  3/4'xll  ]/!' 
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Beth  Williams  Baldwin 

Coraddi  has  been  pleased  and  proud  to  have  as  our  poetry 
contest  judge  Beth  WilUams  Baldwin.    She  received  her 
undergraduate  degree  in  biology  from  Old  Dominion 
University  in  1974,  and  Master  of  Fine  Arts  in  Creative 
Writing  from  UNCG,  where  she  is  also  currently  working 
on  a  masters  degree  in  English.  Her  poetry  has  been 
published  in  Coraddi,  Riverrun  and  Blue  Pitcher.   She 
won  the  1987  Greensboro  Review  Literary  Award,  and  her 
poem  "Dimension"  won  the  Coraddi  poetry  contest  of  that 
year.   She  is  currently  a  teacher  of  English. 
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